TALES OF DEST1NT

bales of merchandise, sat a merchant from Bombay,
a big and stalwart man, attired in spotless white
raiment, on his head a voluminous muslin turban.
In striking contrast, squatting on the ground below
the steps, at his feet a wooden begging bowl, was a
fakir, or religious ascetic, a loin cloth his sole cover-
ing, his face bedaubed with ashes, his lean chin rest-
ing on his upraised knees while he listened to the
dialogue and watched each speaker's face with eyes
of keen alertness.

There had been some desultory conversation, which
finally resulted in the Rajput chief being begged to
relate in detail an experience at which he had pre-
viously hinted. The first story led to another story,
and the third to yet another, and so on, until each
member of the company had contributed to the
general entertainment. And these are the talcs that
were told by the travellers on the veranda of the
caravanserai outside the walls of Fathpur-Sikri that
moonlight night in the days of the mighty Akbar: